THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

as heart-stopping as a scream; and then the audience
rustled like reeds. An appalling mistake had been made.
Somebody, let us say the tenth bassoon, had either missed
a note, played the wrong note, or played the right note
in the wrong place. If that unhappy instrumentalist is
still alive I daresay he is the only man except myself
who remembers the disaster. But I remember also,
when the baton had been resumed, the pale face com-
posed, and the piece started all over again, thinking to
myself, "How dreadful it must be to take things so
seriously! And, my unhappy genius, who on earth in
the audience would have noticed or minded such an
error in such a shimmering tissue of sound any more
than he would notice in a reproduction of a landscape
by Monet if one pale-pink spot had appeared in a corner
instead of one pale-green one."

"Those were the days/' thought I. It isn't that they
were necessarily any better than these: even this year
at the Promenade Concerts swarms of youths and
maidens are standing, smoking, moving from one foot
to another with aching loins, have been shouting them-
selves hoarse after hearing for the first time the Ninth
Symphony, or the Jupiter or the Mendelssohn Violin
Concerto with the rapturous feeling of discovery which
might be a blind man's who, on being given sight,
should be confronted with his first moon or his first
primrose. Thirty years hence they may be talking to
each other about their first hearing of Respighi,
Granados, Lambert or William Walton. It is a mistake
to confuse the loss of one's own youthful freshness with
a deterioration in the quality of the times. What cannot
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